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" Gott' captain, work like that makes a
man sleep well/'

St. Trond shuddered

"Have you seen the market-place this
morning ? " he asked of Gaspar.

" Ay, a grand sight 1   There they he,
higgledy-piggledy,   our   good   Spaniards
Ach ! 'twas a good fight!   And so Ferdin-
ando has not gone yet' "

St. Trond hurried away. Ay, he was a
good man and a brave, but fighting was
not his work

" The stubborn Ferdinando ! " quoth
Caspar. " I wonder if you have been too
clever, captain > "

I did not answer. I did not believe I
was wrong, but if, after all, it had been in
vain, if Alva could still ding to the town,
there was no hope for Breuthe, or for any
inside its walls. Alva would scarce be
turned to mercy by last night's work. The
thought was not comforting.
" He must go ! " I said sharply at last,
Caspar did not hear: he was looking
a sneering smile at another figure
which drew near.